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Jerkies Prinfi ef Tjfgi 

records within one, or when 
She would with rich and conftant pen.' 
Yaile to her Miftreffe Dm ftill a 
Th yy'Pbploten contends in skill " 
Withwfolute AfortM ! {q 
The Dove of ‘Paphos might with the troW 
Vie feathers white, Marina gets 



MPJyloten allgr&v'efhll markes 3 
That Cleons wife with envie rare; 



p — uvi uawguiwu. 

Might fund peereieflVby this flaaghtefj 
The looner oer vile thoughts to ftead* 
Lychorida our Nurfe is dead. 

And turfed Dionizia hath .■ 

The pregnant inftrument of wrath; ' 
Pijft for this blow , the unborn® gvene, 

I do commend to your content# 

Only I carried winged-Tiftie?, 

Pofts on the lame ieete of my rime? 
Which never could I (oconv^y, 

Vnlefle your thoughts went on my wav; 
zDtomzta doth appeaVe, - -- 

,W ith Leonine a murderer. 
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jEnter Dtoniz,ut and Leovtinep ■ 

him- ^ r ^F ,e ”] l3e f jrf’ou haft iworne to do it, tis Bur a 
-he^Sd Tn ? SV Cr &at b f, kn °wne 3 thou canft not do a thing in 
±t l whthfT e> W ld thee fo much profited not confci- 
tc X ui flaming thy love bofome, enflame 

j.w =! rf l’ f -^P lt£ 5'j which even women have call: e$ melt 
Uiee, but be a fouldiour to thy puroofe 

Leon, I will doo’thut yet (he is a goodly creature. 

Wtm. The fitterthen the Mb (hofldhwete 
_^efhe cQigw wwpipg..for her onely Miftrefledeath; 




Pericles Prince 

|liota art eefolv’d ? v •' , 

Leon. I am refolv’d. 

Enter (Jktdma Pith a basket of Flower si ____ 

IMar. No, I will robbe T elites of her weede, to ftrew thy, 
greene with Flowers : the yeilowes, blewes, the purple; Vio- 
lets and Marigolds, (hall as a Carpet hang upon thy grave* 1 
while Summer dayes doth laft. Aye me poore maide, borne in 
a tenapeft, when my mother dide : this world to me is like & 
Eafting ftorme, hurrying me from my friends. 

‘Dion. How now LMarina ? why de’ye weepc alone ? 

How chance my daughter is not with you? 

Doenot confume your bloud with forrowing. 

You have a Nurfe bf me. Lord how your fayofir’ 

Chang, d with this unprofitable woe t 

Come give me your flowers, ere the fea marre it,’ ; 1 

IW alke with Leonine , the ayre is guicke there, 

And it pierces and (harpens the ftomacke j 
k Co me Leoninc take her by the arme, walke with her? 

Mar. No I pray you, He not bereave you of your fervant/ 
Dion. €ome,come, I love the King your father, and your 
Felfe, with more than forraine heart j we every dayexpeft him 
here, when he (hall come and finde our Parigort, to all reports 
thus blafted. Hee will repentthe breadth of bis grest-Voyage, 
blame both my Lord and mee, that wee have taken no care to 
your beft courfes. Go I pray you, walke and be chearefall once 
againe 5 referve that excellent complexion, which did fteale the 
eyes ofyoung and old, 

Care not for me, I can goe home alone. 1 

Well, I will goe, but yet I have no deGre to it 
Dion. Come, come^I know ’tis good for you 1 '■ '* • 

W alke halfe an houre Leonine , at the kali 
Remember what I have (aid, 

Leon. I warrant you Madam/ 

fDion He leave you. my fweet Lady, for a whiles pray walke 
fo%,doe not heate your bloud- What, I muft have a care of 

* tMari 



